THE   GREEN   EDGE   OF   ASIA

At intervals the combatants uttered horrific war
cries, traditionally intended to terrify their adversary
and boast of the prowess of their weapons. These
cries were hoarse and erratic, and by a foreign ear
might equally well have been imagined as intended
to whip up the courage of those who uttered them.

Occasionally there was a tumble; then time was
given to the fallen man to rise. Something like a
clinch was frequent, and as the combatants approached
or cleared it, tremendous blows were rained at close
quarters in fierce, almost invisible, succession. It all
looked compact and straightforward enough. But
they came away panting, sweating, and bruised.

The audience changed unnoticeably through the
day; the judges sat impassive, sharp-eyed, still; rarely
laughing, as when some ludicrous fall or missed blow
took everyone by surprise. Combatants came and
went, sometimes every two minutes, sometimes
every six; the referee changed now and then. The
brown audience sat and stared; the combatants, with-
out anger or grudge, parried and lashed and lunged
for all their might; the great hall rang to resonant
whack of bamboo on bamboo, and to the echoes
of the extraordinary cries; while over 'everything
and everybody rested the faindy moving atmosphere,
the austere spirit, of a ritual.